DAVID   UNDAUNTED
billeted in a remote wing of his mansion. In the old clock tower
on the roof two soldiers sat day and night and kept watch on the
northern sky. This annoyed him.
Muttering complaints, he led me through a long corridor to that
distant wing where he had had to give up a few unused rooms.
He had had chests and cupboards built, barricade-like, across it to
shut out the unwelcome sight of his visitors. We squeezed through,
and visited the Czechoslovak soldiers. They saw Count X coming,
jumped to their feet, saluted him, gave smiling answers to his
genial questions. How genial he was, suddenly. One good
Czechoslovak to another.
We went out through the park, saw through the foliage of the
tall trees the aeroplanes hiding, bombs and machine-guns ready.
Officers and soldiers, stripped to the waist, lay in the grass under
the warm sun, lazily waiting. Their commander jumped up,
clicked his heels in greeting, cordially but respectfully welcomed
the German lord of this Czech manor. Big, blond, well-built,
simple, honest fellows, ready, ardently ready, to go and fight
Goliath. Count X was all smiles and geniality.
We went on. Count X grumbled. Behind some bushes the
soldiers had built a field lavatory. In their visits to it they had
trodden flat a narrow path through the rank grass, uncut these
hundreds of years. Count X complained. A peacock screamed,
stalked across the path in front of us. The sun blazed through the
leaves and gnats danced in the dusty beams.
I left Count X to his complaints and drove over to his neighbour
Count Y. On the way I talked with my chauffeur. A quiet fellow
who weighed every word, who kept himself decent and worked
hard for a frugal living. He was diligently learning English, the
better to ply his trade. He had no complaints. He was filled with
a quiet exaltation. He was partly German, but he was a loyal
Czechoslovak to the core. He was a working man and knew what
the free Republic meant. Count X had looked down on him with
suspicion from one of the windows and said gloomily, 'I suppose
your chauffeur will report in Prague that you have been to see me.3
As he drove me across that lovely countryside—the loveliest
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